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The hi (lory 
Enter Baftard 

Baft. Turtle flaue and fight. 

Ther. What art thou? 

Baft. A Baftard lonne of Priamr. 

T her/: I am a baftard too,I lone baftards . I am baftard be 
got.baftard inftru<aed, baftard in minde, baftard in ra’our in 
cuery thing iliigitimate,one beare wil not bite another and 
wherefore fhmJd one baftard ? take heed, the quarrel!* 
mod ominous to vs, if the fonne of a whore fight fora 
whore,he tempts iudgcmenc, fare well baftard. 6 

71 aft. The diueil take thee coward. Exit 

Enter Heitor. 

Hetl, Moftputrified core fo faire without. 

Thy goodly armor thus hath coft thy life; 

Now is my daies wotke done ile take my breth.- 
Reft fword thou haft thy fill of bloud and death. 

Enter Achilles and '-Myrmidons. 

Achtl: Loke Hetl or how the Sunne begins to fet 
How ougly night comes breathing at his heeles 4 
Euen with the vaile and darkning ot the Sunne, 

To clofe the day vp , Hectors hfeis done. 

Hetl. I am vnarm'd forgee this vantage Greek?. 

Achil . Strike feilowes ftrike , this is the man I feek^ 

So Biion fall thou next, come Troy finke aowne. 

Here lies thy heart/ hyfinnewes andthy bone. 

On LMyrmydons, and cry you alla nainc, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector flaine. Retreat t 

Hatke a retire vpon our Grecian prat. 

One: The Troyans trumpet found the like my Lord. 
Achil: The dragon wing of night orefpreds the earth. 
And ftickler-hkc the aimies feparates. 

My halfefuptflvord that f ankly would hauefedde, 

Pleaf’d with this dainty ba : re thus goe* to bed: 

Come tie his body to my horfes taile. 

Along the field I will the Troyan mile. Exeunt: 

Enter Agam:Aiax ) Mene:N’e/l«r J Dions: 
i and the reft marching, 

Aga. Hark,harko,what is this? 

Ntftt 




of Ti roylui andCreJfeidct, 

Aty?,Peace drums. 

Sould : within, Achilles , Achillts y H zElors (lain c Achihes % 

Dio. The bruitc is Heitors flaine and by zAchilles, 

Aiax. Ifit be fo yet braglefle let it bee. 

Great HeBor was as good a man as he. 

sAga. March patiently along : let one bee fenc, 

To pray Acht 'les fee vs at our tent.* 

If in his death the Gods haue vs befriended. 

Great Troy is ours.and our fliarpe wars are ended. Exeunt, 
Enter tAoneas, Paris, Antenor,Diephobses. 
t/£ne. Stand ho ? yet are we mafters of the field. 

Enter Troylut, ■ 

Troy. Neuer goe home,herc ftarue \vc out the night, 
HeBor is flaine. 

All. HeBor ! the gods forbid. 

Tr^y. Hee’s dead and at the murthcrers horfes t aile, 

In bcftly fort dragd through the fhamefull field: 

Frowne on you heauens, cffcift your rage with fpeed, . 

Sit gods vpon your thrones,and fmilc at Troy. 

I fay at once, let your breefe plagues be mercy. 

And linger not our fure deftruitions on. 

%Ane. My Lord you doc difeomfort all the hofh 
Troy. You vnderftand me not that tell me fo, 

T do notfpeake of flighr,of feare of death 
But dare allimmynencc that gods and men 
Addrefle their dauogers in. HeBor is gone: 

Who ftiall te'l Priam fb or Hecuba? 

Lee him that will a fcrich-ould aye be call’d, 

Goe into Troy and fay their HeBors dead. 

There is a word will Priam turneto ftorie, 

Make wells and Niobes of the maidcs and whies.* 

Could ftatues of the youth and in a word, 

Scarre Troy out of it felfe , there is no more to fay. 

Stay yet you proud abhominable tents: 

Thus proudly pitcht vpon our Phrigian plaincs. 

Let Tytan rife as earely as he dare, 
lie through , and through you , and thou great fil’d coward, 
.-No fpace of earth lhail funder our two hates: 
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